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15th June 2393 of the Fourth Age of Neothera  

JOURNEYMAN EXCLUSIVE!  

WHEN THE WEST WINDS CALL 
CA: Don’t stop! This is so interesting! 

UO: After, Hvikr wandered his new land, but he 

continued to find himself returning to three areas. 

A mountain that stood alone. A great oak tree, 

and a wonderful glistening lake. From each one 

of these, he birthed a new being. Volkmar, the 

God of war and fire, was dug up from the Moun-

tain. Jardligr, the God of land, harvest and wind, 

grew from the oak, and Logharr, the God of the 

seas and water, rose up from the lake. These three 

are his children. Hvikr’s three children set off 

straight away to forge their father's world. They 

sculpted its land, fleshed its waters, and breathed 

its weather into the sky. However, as Hvikr was 

watching his sons, he noticed the brightest star in 

the sky drift its way past him. He observed the 

star which amazed him until it plummeted into 

the ground. Hvikr followed it and smashed it 

open. The star shattered into millions of pieces 

and from its heart, the most beautiful figure 

emerged. Glowing, all in white like the star she 

was set free from, Stranja, the Goddess of Life 

was born. Hvikr took the beauty as his wife and 

took her to see his new world. The pair walked 

for an age, as Hvikr did once before, however, 

now he had his Goddess. 

New land has recently been discovered far to the 

West of Mainland Neothera. This land known as 

Eúnd Vald is made up of three main Islands - 

Norvaegr, the Northern Island, Estan, the Eastern 

Island and then Vesthold, the Western Island. 

Luckily for us, one of our reporters, Cassius 

Auburn, had the honour of meeting King Ubbe 

Olofsson of Norvaegr. 

 

CASSIUS AUBURN: King Olofsson, what a 

pleasure it is to meet you! 

KING UBBE OLOFSSON: Thank you so much! 

CA: Have you had a chance to take a look at 

Neothera's number one selling newspaper, The 

Journeyman, yet? 

UO: No I haven’t! I have heard many great things 

about it from some of my new friends but never 

actually had a chance to take a read. I'm sure in 

time I will be able to! Providing relations go well 

between our lands then we could even start sell-

ing them here! 

CA: That would be amazing! So tell me and 

millions of other people who have never even 

heard of your world before… who are you and 

your people, and where exactly do you come 

from? 

UO: We, collectively, are the people of Eúnd 

Vald and our people come from the ground you 

see around you! 

CA: The ground? Surely you don't mean you are 

all grown like plants! 

UO: No of course not! The first man and woman, 

however, were grown from… 

CA: Woah hold on! Let’s go back BEFORE that. 

Talk to me about the very beginning! 

UO: Oh of course! In the beginning, there was no 

Eúnd Vald, there was only a vast, empty void 

known as Gynuug. It was ruled over by Andlat, 

The Dragon Lord. The stories tell us that Hvikr, 

the God of Death, and Andlat had a battle which 

lasted an age, with Hvikr eventually slaying the 

beast. He spread its remains to create the known 

world. Its heart, the sun, its solum eye, the moon, 

its teeth, the stars, its blood, the sea, its skin, the 

land and it's spiked back, the mountains. Hvikr 

made a throne from where he could watch over 

his world from the great bones of the Dragons 

remains. 

Continued on page 2. 

UO: I try my best! 

CA: Are there any other Gods? 

UO: Yes there are! Hvikr wanted nothing more 

than for his sons to have wives as he did. He 

instructed all of his sons to return to Eúnd Vald 

and birth their own wives. Jardligr returned to the 

great oak tree from which he was grown and 

plucked a sole acorn from that tree. He planted it 

next to the oak from which he was born. As it 

grew Jardligr moulded it and made the great tree 

wrap its way around his birth tree in a great 

spiral. From this tree, as Hvikr did with Jardligr, 

Thorlaug was grown. Jardligr mirrored the way 

he was birthed and grew Thorlaug. Volkmar 

returned to the mountains he was dug from and 

mined a mighty tunnel into the side of the moun-

tain, he then breathed into the very heart of the 

mountain and Vinhilde was born from the rock 

his breath fell upon. Logharr drank deeply from 

the lake he was born from. He walked to a high 

ledge above the lake and spewed out the water he 

had drunk. The water cascaded down back into 

the lake and Ranveig was created from the del-

uge. 
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CA: So let’s go back to what you were saying 

earlier. You talked about the first humans… Can 

you  re s ta r t  whe re  you  le f t  o f f ? 

UO: Haha, if I can remember where I was! 

CA: Please continue! 

 

UO: The first humans were called Fystmuun and 

Munnanar. A male and a female. Our stories tell 

us that a lock of hair from Hvikr and Stranja was 

placed into a pit. This was where the star Stranja 

was trapped in had landed. They also planted an 

acorn to accompany their hair. The acorn sat in 

between the hair as Hvikr and Stranja filled in the 

pit, covering the contents inside with the soil 

around them. Hvikr then drew blood from a small 

cut on his hand and squeezed until it dripped on 

the mound. Stranja then did the same. Her blood 

dripped onto the mound and onto Hvikrs blood. 

Just like anything you grow, you must be patient, 

so Hvikr and Stranja left the mound. When they 

came back, in the pit was Fystmuun. Fystmuun 

suggested that he had another being like him. All 

the Gods had partners, so he should as well. 

Hvikr and Stranja followed the same pattern as 

before, however this time, a new pit was created. 

They dug away at the soil next to the original pit 

until a deep enough hole was made. A lock of 

Hvikr and Stranja’s hair was added, and another 

acorn too. They filled the pit and Hvikr and 

Stranja cut into their hands and dripped blood 

onto the mound. Fystmuun also drew blood from 

his hand and let it drip onto the mound. As they 

did with Fystmuun, they were patient and allowed 

the being to grow. From this pit, Munnanar un-

curled herself and stood to face Hvikr, Stranja 

and Fystmuun. Hvikr and Stranja had created 

beings that would inhabit their world… and here 

we still are! 

CA: Here you are indeed! Obviously, your people 

have progressed throughout the ages so I’d like to 

know about your land. From what I’ve heard, it 

sounds most wonderful! 

UO: It certainly is! My land is one of the three 

islands. Norvaegr. The island in the North of 

Eúnd Vald. Our lands are mainly made up of 

fields and forests, with the north of the island 

being mountains. Otta, our capital city, is located 

along the shoreline of a fjord in the south of 

Norvaegr. Due to its location being at the end of 

a fjord, it has an easy access point for the seas 

which surround, providing a multitude of trade 

routes to the rest of the island, and also to Vest-

hold.  

Otta boasts an array of traders and merchants in 

its famous market district. We pride ourselves on 

the fact that we are the main trading hub for the 

world you see around yourself! We have trade 

routes going directly into Vesthold and all of their 

surrounding islands. Until recently, we also had a 

trade agreement with Estan, the eastern island, 

however, with the war, this has been broken… 

CA: I won't press, I'm sure it's not a nice subject 

to talk about. 

UO: No no, I insist… Estan has always been a 

hardy place to live and all those who hail from 

Estan are said to be the toughest of the tough. 

They pride themselves of their ability in battle 

and warfare, but often this is their downfall. 

Some will call them cocky and brash, but I will 

call them...ambitious. And this ambition is what 

brought them to my lands, and to my doorstep. 

Their ambition made them look to expand their 

borders and take more land…my land. I received 

an invitation to surrender the whole of Norvaegr 

over to King Auldgammel and I shall live… But 

of course, I would never do that. The following 

day they were already on our shoreline - they 

must have been waiting for me to decline to 

launch an instant attack. We managed to hold 

them back but it took a heavy toll on our forces. I 

did think for a moment we were close to falling 

however we held strong. It’s been around a year 

since the war broke out and I don't think we are 

close to an end. 

CA: A great shame. It is truly awful, not only for 

your people but the unfortunate people of Estan 

that simply want to make a living from the trade 

you provided them! Sadly for them, they must 

look inwards, to their own people for commerce, 

which I would assume would be as profitable. 

UO: Exactly! War was never an intention for 

myself, but a King must protect his people, and 

that is exactly what intend to do, including the 

new settlers on my land. 

CA: Ahh yes! The people from Neothera. From 

the stories I’ve heard, they managed to lift Cad-

dington Estate and plop it straight into your land! 

UO: From what I saw, yes, that’s what happened! 

I spoke with many of them and they also con-

firmed this. 

 

CA: Do they intend to stay there? Or are they 

leaving? 

UO: From what I understand, they have managed 

to work out a way back to your mainland, so they 

are free to come and go as they please. I’ve gifted 

them the land surrounding their estate so they are 

free to make a new home to those who wish to 

flee the Mainland of Neothera. From what I have 

learnt, things they call ‘Nightmares’ are plaguing 

the lands over there. I feel for all the people who 

no longer have homes or families, so my gates 

are open to them.  

CA: An amazing act of kindness, if I do say so 

myself. Many would be quick to reject outsiders, 

especially those who may look different and hail 

from different lands. 

 

Continued on page 3. 



Bringing you unbiased, real life accounts of the news from across Neothera. Printed in Blightfoot Ridge by the Wanderlust Press and funded by the Tutela Syndicate Bank  

 

UO: Indeed they may, but not me. There’s no 

point in rejecting progression in the world, and 

this is exactly what I believe it is. Progression. So 

much so that a man and an elf have set up a 

health system in Otta. They are providing im-

proved health care to my people. You people 

from the mainland appear to have extensive 

knowledge of medicine and health so it was an 

easy decision when they approached me.  

CA: Names! Give me names! These fine folk 

should be praised for all the work they have 

done! 

 

UO: They were Thaddeus and Sontar, although 

some people call him Moon Moon! I consider 

them both my friends. I don’t think they under-

stand how much it means to me and especially 

my people what they have done in Otta. There 

was also Vorrash. I met him at the same time and 

he inspected my weapons and told me of a much 

better way of forging weapons. He even produced 

a new axe for me while I talked to others. He, 

like the others, offered to stay in Otta and help 

my people. He has been showing my smiths his 

trade and training them in the ways of the 

mainland. Without these people, the progression 

of my land would be far slower. It’s like the 

Gods sent them to me! 

CA: Well it certainly seems so! Have you heard 

of any more people coming from the mainland of 

Neothera to the west? From what you’ve said, 

your gates are open to almost anyone who wishes 

to flee the horror that is falling upon the 

mainland! 

 

UO: Well my brother, Sool’rashae, sailed back 

with many of the people who first arrived. He 

sent back a raven with word that a fair number of 

fortified galleons were seen sailing to the west. 

This was long before any word of Eúnd Vald 

reached Neothera… Either it’s a coincidence, or 

there's something else at play. 

 

CA: Well on the topic of your brother, he seems 

to have got around a fair bit in his time! 

UO: Yes he has! He’s has been to the mainland 

and back seven or eight times now. I always 

know he will return though… I don’t really have 

anyone else you see! After our father and my 

mother died, we had to stick together. King 

Hardra, the King before me, went crazed with 

power.  

 

He started killing people at random, going from 

house to house.  

 

 

My parents were two of the people he killed. I 

lead a large number of forces took Norvaegr and 

its capital territory of Otta from Hardra. 

Sool’rashae was off in the mainland doing… what-

ever he does… when I was made King. When he 

returned I had to tell him about…. Wait...listen…. 

 

CA: It sounds like shouting… and that was a 

horn... 

 

UA: They’re coming up the fjord… The Beors 

from Estan...WARRIORS! TO THE GATES! 

Apologies but this interview is going to have to 

be cut short! If we meet again, we will finish, 

you have my word. It’s been an honour… 

CA: Of course my Lord… 

 

Sadly for us, we were cut short due to an incom-

ing attack from the people of Estan. We were 

quickly ushered to safety and whisked onto our 

ship where we swiftly departed. From all of our 

reports, King Ubbe Olofsson and his warriors 

were victorious in fending off the incoming at-

tack. If you, your family or anyone you know is 

wanting to get away from the horror that is fal-

ling upon our land you must travel west to his 

lands. This is Cassius Auburn, Journeyman re-

porter, saying to all citizens of Neothera… Stay 

safe. 

FAMOUS MAINLAND SHOWMAN MISSING 

Wealthy showman, Wale Dinton, famous for his 

groundbreaking game show ‘Wale Dinton’s A Big 

Bastard Break’ has been reported missing since 

L’Enaroussian Governor, Philippe Marsell, cut 

government spending on the arts and entertain-

ment following the war with the Brotherhood of 

the Red Wolf.  

 

The loveable showman, whose unique take on 

entertainment wowed the halls of the rich and 

poor alike, has been missing since his funding 

was cut. Distraught that the L’Enarousse Gover-

nor decided putting smiles upon people’s faces in 

such dark times was ‘no longer important’, Wale 

resigned as chief of entertainment. Determined to 

take his ‘off-the-wall’ and ‘wacky’ show out on 

the open roads to raise the spirits of the 

mainlanders, Wale made an open statement about 

how he would fund his passion himself, and 

planned on arriving at the city of the Brook some 

weeks ago to kick off his road show.  

 

Unfortunately it seems that Wale and his team 

never arrived at their intended location and no 

word has been heard of them since. L’Enarous-

sian officials presume the master showman has 

met a foul fate, or perhaps decided to hang up his 

sparkling gloves in realisation that funding the 

show himself, where each event often saw a 

grand prize of 1000 Llandies up for grabs, was 

not a realistic option.  

Whilst Dinton has often been regarded as a pio-

neer of modern entertainment in the mainland, 

harnessing new technology, unique, fun games 

and tests for his audience, all in the name of 

showing them a good time, even involved in 

various charity organisations and fundraisers, his 

background is shrouded in mystery.  

 

Eight years ago Dinton was said to be involved in 

a money laundering scheme involving several 

wealthy families in the Fairdale region, however 

when brought to trial all charges raised against 

him were dropped under a technicality raised by a 

number of top Tutela Syndicate Bank officials. 

 

Similarly, no proof was ever obtained of his 

involvement in the death of a wealthy lord in the 

city of Blightfoot Ridge, who was found drowned 

in a bath house twelve years ago. It seems many 

rumours circulate of Dinton’s dubious involve-

ment in situations that often break the laws of the 

lands, however, his charming facade, sharp grin, 

love for his audience and his hard work in the 

entertainment industry far outweigh any allega-

tions raised to put a black mark upon his reputa-

tion as arguably the world’s greatest showman.   

 

Anyone with information regarding the where-

abouts of Dinton and his employees should con-

tact your local authority immediately.  
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The year was 2392 (last year), the entire 

mainland was threatened by all-out-war at 

the hands of Nerrin and the Brotherhood 

of the Red Wolf after a three-year build-up 

that came to a head as the enemy forces 

sealed an alliance with the demonic Night-

mares. The final days of the war saw the 

Nightmares retract their forces as a final, 

mass assault was laid in the Redveil 

Mountains by the Mainland Alliance. It 

was soon established that the Nightmares 

used the forces of the Brotherhood as a 

ruse, abandoning them in their hour of 

need as they established an alliance with 

the goblin warlord, Redellium Rahoolium, 

which saw Firewater used beneath the 

cities of Faradome and Vulpera to breach 

them and allow Nightmares and goblins 

alike to flood upon the realms and crush 

them in a devious and unexpected attack.  

Whilst the forces of the Mainland Alliance 

congregated in the passages of the Redveil 

Mountains Nerrin was said to have de-

scended upon the Caddington Estate in 

search of powerful relics, only to have his 

forces crushed by a band of adventurers, 

including guild members of Court Encar-

mine and The Tide.  

However, Nerrin's demise was not caused 

by the mercenaries, but rather his own 

father, Nial Stormbringer, whose relation 

with Nerrin was revealed to be his father, 

and his mother, none other than Queen 

Maib of the city of Netherlye, destroyed 

26 years ago.  

Since the destruction of Netherlye in 2382, 

Salvador Hanstez hid amongst the quiet 

hamlets of the mainland as a monk as his 

brothers Morgan and Bastian Hanstez died 

fighting to keep their power, only reveal-

ing his true name just before his death at 

the hands of his father, whom is said to 

have ended his tyrannical reign when his 

allegiance to the demons become too dan-

gerous to save him. Nial's whereabouts is 

currently unknown, as are those of the 

remaining forces that stood loyal to Nial.  

With victory secured against the Brother-

hood, and their forces finally dismantled, 

the losses received at Faradome and 

Vulpera are said to far outweigh the de-

struction of the army of demonic-

worshiping criminals that rallied under 

Nerrin's banner.  

BATTLE WON BUT WAR NOT OVER 
 In fact, the fire that has burned much of the 

eastern front continues to rage unbridled, 

with many strongholds of the Mainland 

Alliance fortifying their land against the 

demonic threat that is so far unstoppable. 

  

Word has spread from the east that the fire 

god, Arak'almundae, has finally emerged 

from his slumber in the volcanic peaks of 

the Morrdoun Mountains to purge the 

mainland of the demonic threat, yet word of 

a god walking amongst the denizens of the 

mainland is believed by most to be propa-

ganda distributed by the savages of the fire-

region in a bid to secure worship of their 

god amongst those that have lost belief in 

the Seven, or to promote their cause as the 

only solution to a demonic incursion. 

 

The images below show just how much of 

the mainland has burned in recent months. 
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East of Jerrod’s Front lays the picturesque 

town of Springford, with a population of 

approximately eight thousand people, the 

location is popular amongst worshippers of 

The Seven. Hosting festivals that last for 

weeks on end in celebration of the gods on 

Neothera, the large town is famous for 

those making pilgrimages or wishing to 

retire to a location where the will of the 

gods can be felt more than any other loca-

tion upon the mainland. However, this is 

not the reason for its fame, another well-

known ‘secret’ lays within the town, albeit 

a very strange and to some, uncomfortable 

one. 

Resurrection Cemetery was said to be 

established during the latter part of the 

second age of Neothera, just after the con-

struction of the town itself. It spans some 

two miles over the eastern part of the town 

and boasts a strange phenomenon that has 

left many sceptics leaving the town believ-

ers in the supernatural. Rather than being 

buried in graves beneath the ground, those 

that are laid to rest in Resurrection Ceme-

tery meet their final resting place in a 

reconstructed version of the house they 

once lived in. Loved ones will build a 

replica of the home the deceased once 

lived in, sometimes scaled down, but still 

large enough to be able to walk around 

freely in.  Although the building resembles 

the former dwelling place of the deceased, 

the construction is but a shell, a housing 

for the spirits of those that have passed 

away, very rarely holding furnishings. 

Whilst this construction may seem unnec-

essary to some, the inhabitants of Spring-

ford are somehow able to see their loved 

ones that have passed away when visiting 

the reconstructed homes, being able to see 

their ghostly forms as they move about the 

dwelling place, most often unaware of the 

living that bare witness to them.  

Remains of the deceased are sometimes 

buried within the walls or just beneath the 

floor of the dwellings. Where ashes (if the 

body is cremated) are sometimes spread 

around the rooms of the reconstructed 

home. In some cases, a casket is simply 

laid out in the open in a room inside the 

house.  

LOCATION OF INTEREST: TOWN OF SPRING-

FORD; RESURRECTION CEMETERY 

Somehow, the spirits of those laid to rest 

within the houses always make themselves 

known, either through sounds, physical 

activity, or most often, showing them-

selves as a pale, translucent, ghostly form.  

 

Once a year the townsfolk of Springford 

erect tents and hold celebrations within the 

cemetery. Celebrating the lives of their 

loved ones that have passed away. They 

sometimes wish for the spirits to move on 

to the Ethereal Realm, however, most take 

comfort in being able to see, hear or wit-

ness their loved ones’ spirits exist amongst 

them in these bizarre, fake houses for all 

eternity.  

Despite being a comfort blanket for many, 

the existence of the spirits in their houses 

is somewhat unsettling. Even those that 

are used to witnessing the spirits are often 

scared witless due to the unpredictable 

appearance of the ghosts inside, where a 

ghastly face may appear in a window, only 

for it to materialise inches away from a 

loved one that has come to visit, carrying 

on its routine it held in life, walking the 

empty rooms of the house it now occupies. 

 

Despite various investigations being car-

ried out at Resurrection Cemetery, no rea-

son for this ghostly phenomenon has ever 

been established. The houses of the dead, 

only being decorated fashionably once 

after being built, are never redecorated 

afterwards. Some accounts state that if a 

premises is altered after a body is interred 

and a spirit is witnessed, the spirit will 

never be seen again. This forces construc-

tions to be made as solid as possible 

should many generations wish for the 

ghost to remain. 

Malon Skurbs, supernatural investigator 

recently visited Resurrection Cemetery to 

witness this bizarre phenomenon for her-

self and gave an exclusive account of what 

she saw to the Journeyman.  

 

‚It was a clement Thursday evening when 

I arrived at Resurrection Cemetery, I 

passed through the iron gates as the tolling 

of a nearby bell tower struck 8 pm.   

There were but a handful of other visi-

tors going about their business, seem-

ingly unphased by the occasional loud 

bang, or disembodied voices that could 

be heard coming from some of the 

strange timber-framed houses. A most 

bizarre sight indeed, houses dotted 

about the grounds, all empty, a true 

ghost town if ever I saw one.  

I walked for some 20 minutes before I 

spotted a small cottage with a dilapi-

dated, white picket fence, and a 

thatched roof that had seen better days. 

It was here that I decided to make 

camp for the night. Inside the building 

the cobwebs were thick, and a musty 

stench filled the air. As I made my way 

into the single room with a low ceiling, 

I immediately spotted a table with a 

coffin resting upon it. Now I am not 

one to have fear for such sights, yet 

something about the scene was unset-

tling. Putting my reservations aside I 

made myself comfortable in the corner 

of the room, I lit a single candle and sat 

quietly as the sun began to set. 

Outside I heard voices, yet I was unable 

to ascertain if these belonged to the 

living or the dead. Again, bangs and the 

scrapping of what sounded like furni-

ture being dragged over wooden floors 

could be heard from dwellings nearby. I 

felt myself drift slowly to sleep, yet 

was suddenly awakened by a dreadful 

wailing nearby, not that of the dead as I 

came to realise, this was the wailing of 

a woman who had seen her husband 

materialise in a ghastly form in a 

nearby house. I knew as much as I 

heard her son attempt to calm her… 

‚It’s just father, mama. His spirit. Calm 

down . He won’ t  hu r t  you !‛  

Eventually, her wailing stopped and I 

peeked through the window of my hid-

ing place to see them leave a nearby 

house and make their way towards the 

exit. 

Continued on page 6. 
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Again, the tolling of bells could be 

heard in the distance, it was now 3 am 

and I was beginning to think I would 

not be having a spiritual encounter my-

self after all. Then, just as I let out a 

long sigh, the sound of tapping coming 

from the ceiling above me made me 

shiver, causing goosebumps to cover 

my skin. I sat completely still, my heart 

pounding, breathing as quietly as possi-

ble. I heard a cough, followed by a 

deep moan that seemed to manifest to 

the right of me.  

Then, as I slowly turned to face what-

ever made the noise a dark shadow 

flashed past the window. I yelped, and 

jumped to my feet, grabbing my be-

longings hastily. As I made my way 

towards the door in an attempt to make 

an escape, the pale face of an old man 

appeared from the shadows, followed 

by the rest of its body as it glided to-

wards the coffin in the centre of the 

room. I screamed, and fled the house, I 

ran as fast as I could through the ceme-

tery only to slip and fall flat on my 

face near the iron gates at its entrance.  

Once again I jumped out of my skin as 

a voice behind me laughed, ‚You look 

like you’ve seen a ghost, Miss!‛ Turn-

ing briefly to see who had made the 

statement, I realised this was a young 

man in his twenties, thankfully living. 

Too scared to reply, I picked myself up 

and continued to make quick my es-

cape. I would not be returning to Resur-

rection Cemetery, not during the wee 

hours at least, and not for a very long 

time! 

T H E  W I L L  O F  W A R  

Consider the following case: On a day 

walking through a field, you come 

across a timer system with a switch. 

There is a note attached to it, explain-

ing that the switch changes which of 2 

bombs will explode, also detailing the 

location of the 2 bombs.  

Looking out over the field at where 

these bombs are placed, you notice that 

the placement is not unoccupied; on 1 

bomb sits a group of 5 people, and on 

the other, a daydreamer lays there gaz-

ing at the sky. Looking at the note 

quickly, you realise that the system is 

currently set to detonate the bomb un-

der the group of 5. The timer catches 

your eye, and you notice you have 10 

seconds before the bomb explodes.  

This case presents you with a choice; to 

hit the switch, and kill the man day-

dreaming, or to do nothing and let the 5 

people on top of the current bomb be 

blown to pieces. 

This situation creates an ethical di-

lemma – if you do nothing, more peo-

ple die. It would be for the betterment 

of the world and in the interests of sav-

ing more people to flick the switch, 

right? However, consider what this ac-

tion entails; by flicking that switch, you 

are condemning the man to death. You 

are directly and personally responsible 

for his death, even if in doing so you 

save the lives of another 5 people. 

This is a situation that people on the 

frontlines of war face daily. By engag-

ing in battle, and killing those who op-

pose them, surely, they are doing the 

better thing, right?  

After all; their enemy is trying to kill 

their people. Killing them is the only 

course of action; it is to save the people 

you’re protecting. Of course, you must 

do it. 

But what if you’re wrong? What if the 

enemy you fight isn’t trying to murder 

your people, but rather thinks that your 

people are suffering, and is trying to 

liberate them? Is killing such a man, 

who also desires the betterment of peo-

ple, still so justified? 

These are the things we must consider 

in a time of war. Who are we fighting, 

and what are we fighting for? Each 

man has their own motivations. Make 

sure you know yours before you com-

mit to warfare. Because for all you 

know, you could be on the wrong side. 

A sequel to "The Art of War", by Aeorin Flynn. 

As the Nightmares pour their way into 

our lands, it is a time when we must 

all band together to defeat the threat 

they pose. An Alliance between all 

realms was set up for this purpose 

exactly, to fend off those who would 

do our world harm… But is it really 

worthwhile? We recently spoke to a 

small group in Jerrod’s Front who and 

asking this exact question. The Alli-

ance Exit Committee are campaigning 

for the L’Enarousse to withdraw from 

this, stating there is a lack of 

‘leadership’ and ‘stability’ in these 

horrific times. The man in charge, 

Horis Humperdinck said ‘I don’t for 

one second wish to see my beloved 

realm suffer the same fate as Fara-

dome and Vulpera. The Alliance 

should not be sitting back while these 

abhorrent THINGS decimate the 

mainland. As the lack of leadership is 

clear, we must take this into our own 

hands, manage our own borders and 

provide the right duty of care to our 

lands. We will continue to promote 

this, and also to achieve a vote to 

withdraw from the Alliance. So far, it 

seems that most of the population of 

Jerrod’s Front is keen to remain, but 

with their voices growing louder, these 

numbers could sway in the Alliance 

Exit Committee’s favour. 

L ’ E N A R -

E X I T ?  


